T, S

THE KNOXVIL

By RICHARD PARKER
o

Based on the drama of
RO! COOPER MEGRUR

Asthor of “Under Cover” and co-author
of "It Pays to Advertise™

SYNOPSIS.
W Y

Qeorgy Wagsta®, daughter of Bir
Qeorge, of the British admiralty, hints at
a liailson between her governess, Ethel
Willoughby, and Henry Streetman. Ethel
denies It. Henry Streetman calls on Ethel
and while waiting for her talks to Brews-
tor, 8ir George's hutler, who Is a German
spy, about his failure to get at admiralty
papers In Blr George's possession. He
phones to German secret service head-
«uarters

' he explained In hls most plausible man:
ner, “Until I can come into my own
again we should starve. Boon It will
all be arranged.” And once more he
turned away from her—thils time with
an alr of finality—as If there were
really no argument against his vague
protestations,

“Soon? You have sald that for a
month,” Ethel reminded him. “You've
gaid it ever since we were married.”

“Next week, then!™ he ngreed In des-
peration. “I promise! And you will
learn tonlght about the fleet?" he
added in the same breath.

“But, Henry, If 1 do ask Sir George
and he tells me, isn't It rather a shab-
by thing to do then to come to you
and—"

“No, no, no—as I've often told you!"
he interruptad, It seemed to him that
her objections were Interminable.
And under the stress of the urging
from his superiors his forbearance was
fast reaching its end. To hide his
anxiety and hls irritation, he stepped
to the window and looked out,

“Rut SIr George trusts me,” Ethel
resumed. Streetman stifled a mouth-
filling German oath while he listened
to her. “When he nuswers my ques-
tions,” she continued, “he does so be-
cause he thinks I'm just idly curious.
He never dreams I'd repeat what he
says to anyone. It all puts me in a

g A fine young Englishwoman
Is caught in the net of interna-
tional plotting and is made the
victim of circumstances—tragic
circumstances. She becomes in-
nocently involved with an ene-
my of her country and he pro-
ceeds to use her as a tool. How
she is cornered and prodded, as
boys might tease a wounded
wild animal, is told vividly in E
this instaliment. g

e d

SUARIAT I S IR I
Streetman, the German spy, and
Roeder (alias Brewster, the butler),
are discusning the possibility of war.

CHAPTER Il—Continued.

“Y¥es, yes! Of conrse!” Streetman
agreed hastily, as if e would forestail
any patrio®ic exhibition. “Still, one
would llke to live with the luxuries
of lfe. Oue day I shall make the
grand coup: and then to cease all
this—" He broke off suddenly, for he
heard Miss Willoughby stirring on the
other side of that closed door. “Sssh!
To the door!["

“Very good., Brewster!" Mr. Street-
man gaid in a clear, firm voice, which
he intended to carry well beyond that
closed door. “I'll walt here for Miss
Willoughby."

And then Bir George's butler howed
and left the room,

CHAPTER 1L

A Foe In the Household.

Brewster had hardly closed the doors
behind him before Ethel Willonghby
appenred.

“0Oh, Henry! You surprised me," she
gald.

“I came before the others,” Etreet
man explained, “becnuse there is gome-
thing yon must do for me at once.”

“About the fleet, 1 suppose,” ghe
sald, somewhat wearily, as she turned
away from him,

“How did yon know?" He shot the
question at her almogst too quickly for
caution. But for the moment he ex-
perienced something approaching
alarm. But her suswer reassured him.

“Nowadays it ls only of the fleet
sou ask,” she told him, And she re
garded him with eyes that were pa-
thetle, If not mepronchful, Once It had
seemed to ber that Henry Streetman
was [nterested fn her. Dut of lute she
had been obliged to admit to herself
that that interest had quickly waned.

Her handsome caller pald no atten-
tion to the ohvious complaint that lay
in Ethel's answer. In the most mat-
ter-of-fnet fashion  he  proceeded
straight to the business that was up-
permost in his mind.

“You must lenrn at once from 8ir
GGeorge where the ships at Spithead
are golog,” he announced Dbluntly.
“Find out If they sall together, or if
they will disperse—and how."

As she faced bim agaln there was
besceching In her volce, her eyes, her
whole manner, ’

“Walt, Henry., walit!” she begged.
“Before we go into that, tell me—
when are you golng to let people know
we're married ¥

Strestman remembered then that be
had a many-sided role to play. And
therenupon he went up to the girl; and
taking one of Ethel's hands In his,
while he pnt an arm arcund her, he
looked down at lier In a most loverlike
Tashlon.

“Ah. my dear! I'd let them know
now—this minute—if I only could!” he
exclnimed.

“But we muost anpounce our mar-
riage at once,” she safd quickly.

“Announce our marringe—why?"

“fleorgy Wagstaff told me just a
few minutes ago that when I sald I
was in Brighton n friend of hers saw
you and me together in Parls,” she re-
plied In tragle tones.

“You did not explain?"' he asked.

“That we were on our honeymoon?
No! I kept my word to yohr. 1 said
I was in Brighton.” She looked at
him In 8 puzzled wny ns he left her
then and paced the floor in a nervous
fashlon.

“Of course, it's ensily proved that I
awns not in Brighiton,” Ethel continued.
“Georgy seemed to think you and
I . . . Welll=you ean Imagine what
ghe most bave thought, Oh! why mnst
there be this secreey? 1 loathe it
8he sank upon the settee and stared
moodily nt the floor—a most unhappy

splcture of a pretty bride.

Streetman roused himself and bent
#ver ber,

“My dear! We must walt until I
#an arrange matters with my family,”

beastly position. 8ir George Is a loyal
Englishman, and if he thought—"

Streetman would not let her finish.
He wheeled nbont and said sharply, to
forestall even the merest mention of
such a thing as an informer—Ilet alone
8py—

“And you are a loyal Englishwoman
—anid I am loyal to—France.”

“Then why do you pass yourself off
a8 an Englishman?'

“RBecause 1t Is the wish of my em-
ployers, the French secret service, It
is the wish of France,” he declared In
a grand manner, which he intended to
earry conviction with it.

“It's all quite beyond me,” she said
with a hopeless air, They had bhad
miany such discussions. And never
yet had she been able to understand
the reasons that Streetman put forth
with unvarying glibness. *“Why should
I'rmnce wish to know about our fleet?”

“Al! that 1T do oot know,” he re-
plied.  “The secret service gives me
their instructions, It is for me to fol-
low, not to question them. It is my
work—my future.” He drew nearer
to her. and his masterful eyes gazed
full into hers. *It is our future,
Ethel!” he c¢ried with apparent emo-
tion.

“But isn't France England's ally ?”
shef asked.  “1 ean't understand why
ehe should need this Information."

“In times like these it is best for
each country to know all possible
about every country,” he explained.
“You will be doing no wrong to Eng-
land when you get me the facts I
desire.” He sat down beside her, and,
placing his arm about her, he drew her
cloge to him. “You will find out to-
night about the fleet?" he pleaded.

But there was something about his
persistent wheedling that made Ethel
Willoughby—or Mrs. Btreetman—sus-
piclous,

“I ean’t belp feeling that there Is
something behind all this—something
you dare npot telllng me,"” she sald
slowly,

Diespite his confident alr, Streetman
conld not easily look into her search-
ing eyes. He was uncomfortable.

“No! AIll That ls Over,” She Said.

And he rose abruptly and took a few
quick, restless steps about the room.

“Why—what an Imagination!” he
excloimed, forcing a laugh at last
“Really, Ethel, you're quite absurd!"

“But always, before we were mar-
ried, you were s0 kind, so thoughtful.
You talked only of pretty things. But
now, always it is the fl»et—the navy.
Yon seem iInterested only In
plans, their secrets. . Is it for
that you married me?’

Streetmnan's patience had reached
the breaking point. Anpd at the gues-
tlon be flew lnto a sudden rage. He
turned a face like a thunderclound upon
her.

“And on my side I ask why you mar-
rled me? For love? I think
not!" he sneered,

His guick anger brought Ethel to
Ler feet.

“Iiut, Henry—"

He waved ber answer aslde as If it
were not worth his listening to.

"Once, perhaps, 1 thought so,” he
snld, tolking her down like & common
brawler. “But now I hear It was
another man whom you reually loved—
a young Irishman who went away

thelr | ¥

withont dolng yoot the honor of asl
you to marry him.” In his
there was, us be intended there sh
he, a tnant that implied more
he actually said. {

“No, no!" Ethel cried. “It fisi
true, It was just a flirtation—a
dances—a theater or two!"

“Oh! That was alll” he retos
“And yet they told me you had kng
him all your life." ' i

“I don't know whom you're talkin
ahout,” she sald in desperation, y

“Nor do L” he rejoined. “It was
some man in the army—a captaln, T
think. 1 do not knbw his name; but
I shall find it ont, and then perhaps
I shall learn {f you cared for me a
nll or If It was just that 1 cauglit you
on the rebound.” A 2

“What do you mean?” She faced|
him tensely. Such scenes were new |
to her. Trouhle, of a sort, she had

resources dwindling steadily. without
the means of replenishing them, and
with actual penury staring her in the
face. But now Ethel kunew that that
was a8 nothing compared with the

placed herself. To be tled for life to
a man who did not love her—who

mere financial dificulties,

her. I'or a few moments he regarded
her balefully, as if she were already’
a hateful thing in his eyes.

“Fond "
her wasg nothing if not eruel,
then! Kisg mel”
to embrace her.
away from her.

“No!
can let people know, This secrecy
mnkes me feel as if [ were not your
wifle, '
make me believe, almost, that it has
all been just some horrible intrigue'

“Nonsense; nonsense!” he scoffed.
“If I promise you now that next week
we wmnke our marriage publie, will
you helleve me?”

“Yes, Henry! 1 will!"” she snid In a
volee® in - which there rang renewed
hope,

He stepped quickly to her side ngain,
Henry Streetman was not the sort of
man to miss any opportunity that ofe
fered,

“But to do that,” he stipulated, “I
must secure fer I'rance this informa-
tion concerning the fleet. That will
mean promotion for me—money—
much money! And with that I need
no longer wait on my family. You
understand 7 he asked her.

“Yeée, Henry! 1 do!” o

“Good!
will take the first opportunity to speak
to 8ir George?' He was filled with
elation at the happy turn of affalrs
But he was doomed to quick disap
pointment. “You will ¥ be persisted.

Ol‘\'o!l‘

“What?" he exclaimed, scarcely be
lieving his ears.

“[ understand that for some reason
von are trying to bribe me with these
promises of youra to Dbetray Sir
George's confidence, But I'm siek of
this deception. I won't do it any
longer; and you oughtn't to ask it of |
me."

“Indeed!" he snid, with n wviclong
show of scorn. “And if it shonld hap-
pen to come to Sir (ieorge anonymous-
Iy"—he stressed the word—"that yon
had already ‘betrayed his confidence,
what would your position be here?”
He watehed her narrowly, to see what |
effect his threat might have upon her,

“You wounldn't do that?' ghe ex.
claimed, ag a sudden fear gripped ler,
All at once it struck Ethel that her
position had indeed become despernte,
She had not dreamed that she wonll
find herself In such an Impasse—and
at the hands of her husband, of all
people.

“I should not like to do It,)" Strect-
man replied. “But [ intend to learn—
I shall learn—about the fleet toulght:
and through you!" he declared, with
undisguised determination.

She turned wupon bLlm lke some
hunted wild thing then, ready to fight
desperately In one last, mad effort,

“Oh! Bo that's what your love, your
affection, amounta to, fs it?"

“Put it any way you choose,” was
hig eallous answer. “But I must have
thig Information, ., . . Come! What
do you say?"

“What is there for me to say?"

“Exactly!" he retorted. "I am glnd
to see that at last you appreciate the
sltuation.” They both started then at
the sound of volces, “It 15 Bir George."
Streetman sald. “I shall leave pres.
ently. But I shall some back in an
hour, . . . And you will have found
out about the fleet?"

“Ob!l I suppose so!" she replied,
“But It makes me hate myself—and
on!"

“Really? What a plty!" he said with
mock sympathy.

“Come,

But ehe pushed him

|
1

CHAPTER IV,

Gathering Storm-Clouds.
And then Sir George Wagstaff jolned
them, with his trusted butler, Brey-
ster, In his wake, bearing a muoffin
tray.
Ethel went gayly to meet her bene
factor, At least, her manner was
blithesome; but her heart was leaden,
“Iello, Sir George!” she sald,
“Iello, Ethel!”
pals—those two,

The daughter of one |

Fthel had always occupled a nleho

All her own in Sir George's nffections, &

bt |
known. But never anything like this,
It had been hard enough to see ber|

situation in which she had unwittingly |

seemed an absolute brute—that was
worse, R thousand times, than any|

Streetman did not at once reply to

“I wonder if today it is onily I that|
count with you or if you have—memo- |

ries; . . We shall see.” d

“No, no, Henry!" she protested,
“I'm—I'm very fond of you,” she sald
brokenly.

The smlle that he gave

And he attempted|
All that fs over., Not until wej"

What Georgy sald is enough to 13

That's settled. And you|

They were good |§

of his oldest and dearest (friends, [

"i""' o

1
i He was, on the con-
il not much over the height of

herself. But he was undenlably
I‘ cssive, with his keem, gray eyes,
g fast-whitening halr, and his ex
Shisite manvers. And despite the
jetilious politeness that Sir George
lsplayed to everybody, there was
thing in his bearing that warned
that he was no person to trifie

41 just dropped In for a few min-
Htes because I'd promised to come to
’,‘ pur tea, Ethel; and I try never to
(Break my word to so churming a
he made a pretty curtsy.

hank you, Sir Georgel”

For you, at the admiralty, these
st be troublous times?” Streetman
tured.

Rather busy, yes! waa Sir George's
wewhat short answer. He was al-
rs rendy, when at leisure, to enter

¢

|
|
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“1 wonder, my dear,” he said at last, |

h Pani s
“You Think, Then, There Will Be War
| Between Russla and Germany?”

upon a discussion of any tople—ex-
‘cept such as touched upon his high
office. And there be was exceedingly
tolichy.

#You think, then, there will be wat

ween Russin and  Germany?
Sfrectinan asked him eagerly. He

ull pot do otherwise than fgnore
Sir George's slightly frigid reply tc
his previous question. If bhe felt any
roseutment, he trusted to be able tc
941 off the score In his own way, later
r George lifted his eyebrows evet
as he glanced at Ethel's

at, alr. I= & matter 1 should pre
fer not to discuss,” he replied.

“Pardon me, sir, but as a loyal Eng
lishman I am naturally interested.”

And then Ethel stationed herself be-
hind the tea table.

“Come! Let's talk of peace and
tea,” she gald, It made her feel gullty
to sit there and hear Streetman try to
pry Information out of Sir George be-
neath his own roof. And it seemed
that the least she comld do to repay
him for hls many kindnesses was to
protect him as best she might from
Streetman’s Indefatizable curiosity,

They bad no sooner taken their cups

from her when Georgy Wagstafl burst
into the room.
“Hello, everybody!™ she greeted
them., “Here's Guy and his mother.,”
COlose behind her followed Mrs. Ste-
phen Falconerand her good-looking son,
who wus, ns everybody knew, more
than devoted to Sir George Wagstall's
vivaclous daughter. “We'd have been
here earlier,” Georgy explained, “but
Mrs. Falconer and Guy had gone to
n matinee.”

“8illy show!™ the blase Guy added
in & bored drawl. “The eternal trl-
angle or some such nonsense!™

“Very tiresome!” his mother agreed.
“And so nolsy! Full of shota and
pistols—and mostly about some poor
cfeature who'd sinned and repented.”

“That's the sort of play I disap-
prove of, particularly for my daugh-
ter,” Sir George commented from his
ace on the settee. “I am glad,

rgy, that you were. not there.”

“0Ob, I saw it last week,” sald
(eorgy with mischievous satisfactlion.
%And you ought to go, father. You'd
weep over the heroine. Frightfully
damaged lndy—wasn't she, Guy?"

“40h, frightfully!” sald Guy. *Com-
pletely beyond repair!”

*“] knew the minute she walked on
ghe wasn't A good woman. Bhe was
3 o pale and cirele-y, and so beautifully

J' Georgy explained, as sho

watched her father squirm. Sbocking

gr respectable parent was one of
?l::rgy's favorite diversions.

 “Yon mustn't talk this slily cynl-
elsm,”” Ethel reproved the two young
people.

“Don’'t worry!” Georgy retorted.
“Father knows I don't get that sort
of chat from my very proper gover-
pness, [t's just bereditary from  him.
I expues8 what he feels but doesn't
dare say."

- But Sir George refused to be an-
poyed by his danughter's hectoring.

|« “AL least T deserve eredit for my

modesty,” he observed dryly.

....... et Ot

Will Ethel get damaging X
t naval Information from 8ir
# George—and will she refuse to

: pass It along? ©Or will S8ir
 George, suddenly suspicious of
1 unexplained actions, refuse to

- talk to the girl?

it

Sir George was not of the big typel: (5
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‘ByREV.JAMES M. GRAY, D.D.
Dean of Moody Bibla Institate,

sinnersi—Matthew 11:19,

This was a name given derisively by
pharisees tor our Lord and Saviour,
Jesus Christ. But

disown it it be-
comes for that
Tenson Very pres
cious fo every
soul who has come
to belleve on him,

(1) The friend-
ship of Jesus for
| sinners, who trust

In him, i1s marked
by absolute disin-
terestedness, It s
mennt by this
that It does not
| depend upon any-
thing in us. Solo-
mon says that
“Every man is a friend to him that
glveth gifts,” but we have nothing to
give to Jesus by which to merit his
friendship. Indeed, bis friendship is
especially offered to the poor, for it
Is written in Isalah, “He that hath no
money, let him buy,” Neither is there
any goodness in us to awnken his
friendship, for “while we were yet sin-
ners Christ died for us,” as Paul says
to the Romans in chapter & of his let-
ter to them. It I8 just as we are with-
out any claim or good deeds to recom-
mend us—with no friendship towards
God in our hearts and indeead, even
with enmnity towards him, that he manl-
fests his friendship towards us in his
son,

His Constancy.

(2) Consider the constancy of this
friendship which is as unchangeable
ns the nuture of God who Is “the suma
yesterday, today and forever.,” We can-
not trust in any earthly friend like
this or put confidence in any earthly
gulde, for as the Blble says, "even a
son will dishonor his father and a
daughter rise up against her mothey,
and a man's encmies are the men of
hig own houge,” Job complaing that
in his ndversity his fricnds scorned
him, and few of ug have not known
desertion under similar clreamstances.
But Christ Is “a frlend who loveth at
all times and a brother born for ad-
veregity,” Bome tlme ago I heard of a
youth who had been driven out of hig
mother's home becanse of idleness, but
“tiréfe 18 a promise even for such as he;
since it is written In the 27th Psalm:
“When my father and my mother for-
sake me, then the Lord will toke me
up."” The great Doctor Johnson used
to say that if a man's friendship In
this world Is to nmount to anything he
must keep it in good repalr. He meant
that we must make new friends as life
advances or else by and by we shall
be left without any. There {8 much
truth In this. Where are the friends
of our budding youth, to whom we
told more secrets than our parents
knew? How many of them are forgot-
ten and have forgotten us? But it is
not so with the divine friendship.

His Helpfulness.

(3) Then this divine friendship 18 so
practical in its heipfulness, In the
first place, it helped us out of the death
of gin Into the life of righteousness.
It has redeemed us through the cross
from the guilt and power of sin. Again,
a8 the Psalmist says, “God Is a very
present help In time of trouble” We
may come boldly to the throne of
grace to find grace to help in time of
need. “The Holy Splrit helpeth our In-
for as we ought.” Then God hath set
learn In Paul's first eplstle to the
Corinthians, What help do we find in
n' falthful pastor or Bunday school
tencher, or some other Christian lead-
er who has really within him the Word
of God and who Is consistent in his
dally life? How we should thank God
for all these means of grace which he
has given us in our earthly journey !
And yet we have not spoken of that
constant help we find In the reading
gnd study of his Holy Word,

His Loyalty.
(4) Fioally Jesus is a friend of ours

ciples he sald: “Henceforth I call you
not gervants, for the servant knoweth
pot what his lord doeth, but I have
called you friends, for all things that
I have heard of my Futher I have
mede known to you." The rich are
ready to patronize the poor, and the
learned to patronize the ignorant. For
example, a late philanthropist is said
to have bestowed $1,000 a day In
benevolences, There were many who
were pleased to call him their friend,
and doubtless he was gratified to be sc
designated. But In how many cases
would he have been prepared to return
the compliment? What proportion of
those whom he helped would heghave
been disposed to introduce to his ne-
quaintanceship as his friends? They
were the objects of his charity, He was
interested in them, to be sure:btnt that
was all. Oh, there 18 a great diffor-
ence between your calling me your
friend and my calling you my friend.
But of Jesus It s written, “But he
that sanctifieth and they who are sanc-
tifled are all of vne for which cause
he Is not ashameqd to call them breth-
ren,” Surely thig is a friend to know
and to love and pervel

firmity for we know not what to
T pm!whlch has bled the business men of

|
ome in the church as “helps"” as we |
. 2 | patd back the 50,000 pesos,

gince he did not |

two proflamations. One was“a.

=1l MOTHERS!

|| Prepare for Trouble!

2 woman | when
& Woman th the of
middle life, are the of

' nre most
needed to wim?]d the pain and g.ii:.-
turbances, any ,thouu:d wgmen
would testify just as do the following:
. CLEVELAND, 0.—
“When passing
through tﬂa symp

women of 45, I

! Dr. Pierce’s Favor-
ite Presoription. I§

& is just right for that
R;l;bd’u life, and I
0" mot hesitate to

pleasure to
Dr. Pierce’s Favorite Pre-
iption. It wia used for K woman's
trouble. I had nsed other remedies with
little benefit. 1 was around.
and tired out but when I had taken
several bottles of ‘Favorite Prescription’
1 was much stronger and better; it
did me more good than any medicine I
ever took. 1 ehsll always recommend
it and will use it again if I need it."—
Mges, NeLLIE M. ALLEN, 43 Adrian Bk
OrLevELARD, OH10.—"1 was in
bad condition, all run down, weak
nervous. I 80 thin I was a walking
gkeleton, I tried different medicines
also had the doctor, but did not
any relief. I at last decided to
Dr. Pierce’s Favorite Prescription,
this megi]cine ;o::ultately ouri;d me of
my trouble and built me up in a good
stvong, healthy oondition, = I think 1l
the only medicine for women and amy
glad to recommed it.,” —Mgs. ELiza-
BETH JORDAN, 4724 Tillman Avenue.
s e

“Now, look here, Mr. Mikey! This
won't do! Yon haven't pald any rent
for over a month,”

Just now," replied Mikey,

“You're the third one today with
that yarn!” exclaimed the landlord,
“and I can’t afford such a loss, You
must see what you ean do to help me!”

“All right—I willl I will write you
tonight," answered Mikey.

Next morning the landlord eagerly
opened the letter, expecting to find o
remittance, but this Is what he read:

“Dear Sir: I've thought it over, and
the only thing I cun suggest, to dimin-
{sh your loss, is to lower the rent."

Cranulated Eyellds, Sties. Inflamed Eyes
relleved over night by Roman Eye Balsam.
One trial proves Its merii. Adv,

ZAPATA KEPT HIS PROMISE

Pald Back 50,000 Pesos He Forced
Bankers to Give Him to Feed
' Hungry Men,

One morning Emillo Zapata |ssued

hibltion edict closing the saloons; the:
other a command for the bankers of
the city to nssemble for n conference,
The bankers attended the meeting.
They went In fear, dreading confisca-
tlon of thelr deposits, Only a few
days hefore the armles of General Car-
ranza had collected a "forced loan"” of
ten milllon pesos from the banks.
What merey could be expected of the
bandit leader?

Zapatn's speech was short and to
the point. “Csballeros,” he sald, “my
men are hungry. I want 50,0000 pescs
to feed them for a few dny., You wil)
pay this. T promise you protectiown.
Yon may carry on your business with:
out molestation as long us you do not
ald the enemy, You may go when you
glgn the order for the money.” Thanlk-
ful to escape with such a modest de-
mand, the bankers did as they were
ordercd, Zoapain kept his part of the
bargain, and for months, the eity was
better policed than It has ever been
sgince Porfirlo Dinz was driven from
Mexico. But thls is the strange part
of the story—strange to one who
knows the system of confisention

the country, Ten days later Zapata

The Turtie's Cholee.

The auto had skidded and upset, An
Irishman came up and sald to another
In the crowd: “What's the excitement,
Pat?"

“Shure, an automoblle has turned
turtle.,"”

“Turned turtle, is 1t?" sald the new-
comer. "Bedad, that must be the ray-
son it chose a mud puddle.”

who 18 not ashamed to acknowledge ug |
as friends of his, Addressing his dis- |

There’s
Superior
Flavor
To

POSTUM

as a table beverage.

A package from
the grocer is well
worth a trial, in place
of coffee—especially

| When Coffee Disagres!

— —

“I'm sorry, but T really can't pay




